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good enough for her. Shall we perhaps order a special
cook for her from Paris?"
A burst of laughter greeted this witticism. But the
woman stood her ground.
"I am as much of a worker as you are,'* she said
addressing her critic, "and I repeat what I have said:
The soup is not fit to be eaten. There is no reason why
any one should be handed bitter soup that was cooked
a week ago. If you had a grain of intelligence you
would not permit such a state of affairs. You would
demand decent management of the place."
The guffaws subsided, but evil glances continued to
be cast in her direction. She sat down, pushed away the
plate with the bitter soup and began to eat the c 'second
course," smoked fish and a thick porridge made of
millet.
Shortly before Easter I was riding in a street car
on the outskirts of Moscow when a priest entered. He
was an old man and a workman rose and gave up his
seat to him. Instantly pandemonium was let loose in
the car. Several young men, members of the Society
of the Godless, or Bezbozhniks, as they are called in
Russia, were upbraiding the workman for giving his
seat to a member of the despised religious group. The
workman defended his action and this only added fuel
to the flame. The young atheists threatened violence
and some one blew a police whistle. The priest looked
frightened and bewildered. As soon as the car stopped
he made for the door and disappeared from the scene*